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to start a quarrel (thereby making it possible to escape without
rousing her suspicions).

"You forget how old I am, mother* It was no part of my
intention to take Communion here."

She could not understand him, was voluble in protest. How
could he not wish to do as she had suggested? He knew what
value the intentions of the living have for the dead. . . . She could
hardly believe that he would wish to deprive his brother of such
aid. She spoke just as she had always done. It did not seem to
occur to her that he might be different from the little pious boy
he once had been, from the youth so strong in chastity. Suddenly
worried, she turned her face to him, all drawn and tear-stained
with the day's? emotions. She was a million miles away from
suspecting anything wrong in her son's conduct. What she
dreaded much more was that his faith might be passing through
a crisis. She had heard priests talking about new intellectual
theories, about forms of heresy against which even the sacerdotal
mind might not be wholly proof. Dryly, he cut her short.

"At least, my boy, set my mind at rest by telling me that your
faith is unshakeh?"

He begged her not to worry. She could be easy, he said, on
that score. If he possessed any certainty in the world it was the
one that she had given him as a child. Now that he was grown
up he had received ample confirmation of it.

She embraced him with a fervour that was unusual in her. But
all that evening there was silence between them, and he, sitting
with a book and pretending to read, could feel her eyes upon
him. Nevertheless, they prayed together, and he felt as though
he were no more than twelve and that his brother was close
beside him, kneeling by the bed, his face buried in the counter*
pane. As of old, the words sounded muffled because Madame
Dezaymeries kept her hands over her face. He found himself
remembering a certain evening when, while his mother prayed,
he had heard the sound made by Fanny as she turned the pages
of a book, sitting by the fire, an esile 6om this act of family